white beard like old Ducios or bulging eyes like Roux.
He may quote Hegel like Schimler or he may seem as
sleepy as Koche. She may look austere and dry like Mrs
Clandon-Hartley or young and attractive like Mary Skel-
ton. She may laugh like Frau Vogel or yearn like
Mademoiselle Martin. He may be as fat as Herr Vogel3
as thin as Major Clandon-Hartley, or as brown as Warren
Skelton. He "may be a patriot or a traitor, a crook or an
honest man, or a bit of each. He may be old or young.
She may be dark or fair, intelligent or stupid, rich or
poor. And, whoever it is, you incompetent ass, you're not
doing yourself the slightest good sitting here.'

I got up and looked out of the window.

The Skeltons had just come up from the beach and
were sitting down at a table on the lower terrace. Faintly
I could hear their voices. Warren laughed once and struck
a Napoleonic attitude. His sister shook her head vehem-
ently. I wondered vaguely what they were talking about.
If they had been down on the beach all the afternoon they
might be able to give alibis to some of the other guests.
For the searching of my room could have taken place only
while I had been with Schimler or in the village tele-
phoning Berghin. It had probably been the latter. I had,
no doubt, been seen leaving the hotel. The path to the
gate was visible from half the windows or from the writing-
room. Perhaps while I had been planning to search
Schimler's room, Schimler had been planning to search
mine. A pretty irony. Schimler, however^ had known the
number of my room. That is if it had been Schimler who
had latched my suitcase twice instead of once. Perhaps
his mind had been busy with the Birth of Tragedy at
the time. Perhaps Koche had made the search, or Herr
Vogel or Monsieur Ducios or ...
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